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MR. OLDMIXON, 1700.

The Prologue By Mr. Oldmixon.
Spoken by Mr. Betterton.

#                  #                #                *
Let neither Dance, nor Mufick be forgot,
Nor Scenes, 720 matter for the Senfe, or Plot.
Such things we own in Shakefpears days might do;
Bnt then his Audience did not Judge like you.

*                  *                *                *
'Tw Parcels Mufick, and 'tis Shakefpears Play,

The Epilogue.     Shakefpears GHOST.

Spoken by Mr. Verlruggen,

By the Same.

NOUGH 'your Cruelty Alive I knew;

And must I Lead le Perfecuted too ?
Injurdfo much of late upon the Stage,
My Ghoft can bear no more; but comes to Rage,
My Plays, by Scrillers, MangVd I havefeen ;
By Lifelefs Adtors Murdered on the Scene.
Fat Falftaff here, with Pleafure, I leheld,
Tofs off his Bottle, and his Truncheon weild:
Such as I meant him,fuch the Knight appeared;
He Bragg d like FalftafF, and, like Falftaff fear'd.
But when, on yonder Stage, the Knave was Jhewn
Evn by my Self, the Picture fcarce was known.
Themfelves, and not the Man I drew, they Playd;
And Five Dull Sots, of One poor Coxcoml, made.
Hell! that on youfuch Tricks as thefe fhou'd pafs,

